GEORGE   MEREDITH

I have often wondered to myself how Geoige
Meredith managed to get on when some common-
place heavy-witted stranger happened to be introduced
to him. He certainly did not lay himself out for the
visits of such strangers, and his friends took good care
not to thrust visitors upon him. But still he must
now and then have had his usual ways of life disturbed
by the presence of some commonplace and heavy-witted
admirer from a distance. Did he make up his mind to
bring himself down to the level of such a new-comer?
Could he have brought himself down to that level, even
if he had tried? Or did he avenge himself for the
intrusion by letting loose all the power of his vivacity
and his fancy to bewilder the visitor and upset his slow-
working brain into mere puzzlement? Certainly, if he
ever was tempted beyond resistance into any intel-
lectual freakishness of this kind, he must have yielded
in defiance of the instincts of his kindly nature; for a
more genial host never entertained the passing stranger.
George Meredith loved to make his guests happy in
his house; and was never tired at his table of sug-
gesting to them new qualities in food and drink to
give their palates a fresh chance of satisfaction. He
had an exquisite fancy for dainty dishes of all kinds,
and could create a new and refined taste in the system
of even a city alderman by the manner in which he
dilated on the peculiar delicacy of this or that article
of food. To dine with George Meredith was to find
dinner converted into a feast of intellect and fancy,
and no longer left to be either a mere satisfaction of
physical craving or the indulgence of an epicure's
appetite. He had a charming little chalet in his
grounds, which he used as a study when he wanted
to be quite alone with his work, and where he sat and
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